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Foreword
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Red Riding Hood is one of my favorite fairy tales. If I had to choose, I’m not sure I could decide between this and Beauty and The Beast. Both stories have bled through into my books for years, the majority of which I was not aware of until I finished the books and read back over them. But this book? Oh, this time, it’s on purpose. I chose to write this one as T.K. Hardin, because that’s the kind of tone I feel suits this particular tale. If this is your first of my books writing as T.K. Hardin, please allow me to explain the difference between this and what I normally write.

Normally, I write paranormal romance under my real name, Red Dawn. (Technically, this is still my real name just rearranged.) Switching from paranormal romance to erotic horror, as a reader, is not for everyone. So, the name change is to let readers know this is something different. Putting my name on the cover too is to let people know it’s still me. This story still has my flavor (so to speak) and personality in it.

But there’s violence in all of my regular books, so what’s the difference? As Red Dawn, everything I write takes place in modern times, or in the future. These books do include some elements of horror, but they are strongly romance and less violent on the whole. With T.K. Hardin, everything is historical. I include historically accurate details like language and terminology commonly used, clothing, food, social norms, you get the idea. I also hold nothing back. I recently described the T.K. Hardin books to a friend like this, “It’s Victorian Gothic Horror with extra blood, extra sex, you know, all the good shit. We do all the badass stuff you’d expect, but we’re wearing corsets.”

Although Of Shadow and Blood contains a love story as well, there are also many other elements that might offend readers expecting something a bit milder. As with my other T.K. Hardin books, I didn’t want anyone walking into this one without fair warning. Of Shadow and Blood might actually be the most violent book I’ve ever written.

I’m sure you’ve heard the story of Red Riding Hood before. You’ve probably even heard it involving werewolves more than once. BUT, if you haven’t read my version, you ain’t seen nothing yet.

I am thrilled to present this book to readers and I sincerely hope that everyone enjoys this story as I have. Random side note, I finished writing this book during the full Wolf Moon.


-  Red Dawn writing as T.K. Hardin



Possible Triggers and tropes: size difference, m/f monster sex, multiple first person POV, intense graphic violence, vulgar language, graphically described monster sex (It’s mentioned twice for a reason.), naked werewolves, torture, a twisted sense of humor, light BDSM, and drug use.
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BY
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Chapter One
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Belladonna

October, 1801

Viande, France

My name is Belladonna LaCroix and I don’t give a fuck that most of the people of Viande avoid me. My grandmother and I hunt werewolves and practice witchcraft. The majority of society does not approve of us. Of course, we don’t go about proclaiming our magical talents; that would be stupid. Though we are long past The Burning Times, it is not unheard of for a witch to still be put to death. In most cases, however, the women in question usually slept with the wrong woman’s husband rather than actually practicing the craft.

Viande is large and prosperous and, according to my grandmother, more willing than most places to overlook our ways. This could be because we serve as healers when necessary, as well as keeping them safe from werewolves. We make a decent living from the poultices and herbs we sell, along with the occasional bounty for the monsters.

I don’t care about the frivolous things most women my age are obsessed with, though I don’t mind listening when Cherry talks about such things endlessly. Unless they look particularly good, or particularly bad, I rarely notice what anyone is wearing or how they’ve styled their hair. The majority of the time I wear leathers like a man and I’ve been told I look damn good in them.

All of my jewelry is silver; it matches my knives, which I wear prominently, strapped to my thighs. My grandmother and I are the reason the villagers get to sleep safely at night and waste time on silly things, like fashion.

This story begins as I was on my way to visit my lifelong friend, Cherry Bonnet, on a crisp and clear October morning. For years now she and I have met once a week (more often when possible) to catch up on gossip, exchange books, talk about men, and drink at least one bottle of wine. Cherry is one of the maids in the castle and is, for some reason that is beyond my understanding, consumed with what everyone is wearing and what that says about them. I’ve told her repeatedly that most people simply dress according to their station in life and what that calls for. For example, I am a huntress and regardless of what anyone thinks of this, I dress for the job. I couldn’t help but think of her when the baker’s wife sneered as I passed by.

She looked me up and down rudely and as I walked toward her my leather leggings creaked. I adjusted the silver knives strapped across the front of my corset and smiled at her.

“Good morning, Josette.”

Her long brown hair fell over one shoulder in a thick braid and her voluminous skirts flared as she took a step toward me. Josette is only five years older than me, but she’s always acted like she was everyone’s mother or nurse maid. You know, offering words of supposed wisdom that no one asked for. She’s also a prude.

“You can see the imprint of your sex through your leggings,” she scolded.

“Ah.” I took a deep breath and stretched, adjusting the large basket I was carrying on my arm. “So, in addition to the smell of freshly baked bread, you’re also enjoying a nice view of my cunt on this glorious morning.”

She choked with indignation as her face turned a shade of red almost bright enough to match my cloak. “I never said I was enjoying it.”

I thrust my hips toward her and she actually jumped back. “Then stop looking.”

Her husband, Rolf, began laughing uproariously at this exchange. Though he immediately tried to silence himself when she turned to glare at him. I say he tried, but the poor man continued to chuckle beneath her icy stare as I continued past their shop.

“Tell Islene I said hello,” he called after me.

I waved over my shoulder to let him know I’d heard.

Islene is my grandmother and though we dress similarly the majority of the time, no one dares to scold or scoff or even offer a sneer in her presence. Maybe once I’ve slain a legendary werewolf I will earn the same level of respect.

As I continued my trek, the looks cast my way by the young men of the village let me know that they were enjoying the view Josette found inappropriate.

There are two forests between our cottage and Castle d’Ulfric. The first separates my home from the village by a large enough distance that it takes most people an hour to reach the cottage on foot. That is, when anyone is brave enough to visit us. Though we are not strangers in town by any means, few venture to our home unless it is a necessity. They are also not familiar with the shortest path through the woods that cuts the travel time in half. Most people take the larger and well-worn trail to the left that leads to the woodcutter’s house. But to the right is the more direct route that I prefer.

After passing straight through the village there is a stretch of road with several tables and benches and a place for bonfires. This is where our village holds large celebrations and where Cherry normally meets me.

She wasn’t there this morning. Given the recent surge in werewolf attacks, this didn’t surprise me. I didn’t think she’d been eaten, but I did think she was too afraid to make the journey through the woods.

No one is using the word “werewolf” yet, but my grandmother and I knew that’s what they were. That is if the descriptions of the bodies could be believed. According to the gazette I’d seen last week from a neighboring village, as many as ten people had already been killed. The current theories are that a madman is roaming from town to town slaughtering people for no apparent reason, or random animal attacks. I suspect it will not be long before we are sought out for our expertise.

On the days when Cherry is running late, I will continue on through the second forest and meet her outside the castle’s kitchen. Since this happens at least once a month, I thought nothing of entering the woods, even with the recent attacks, and continued on my way. After all, it was broad daylight and I was well armed with silver, though I did wish I’d brought my crossbow and wolfsbane tipped bolts.

The second forest is sometimes referred to as the dark woods because it is so dense that light barely makes it through the trees overhead. It is vast and sprawls across the countryside for miles to the east and west. But if you continue straight north, the castle isn’t very far.

I had only walked a few paces when I caught his scent. Few who are not hunters realize that werewolves have a very distinct smell. You might assume they would smell like an animal, but that is not the case. The more powerful the monster, the better they smell, and the closer to the full moon, the stronger the fragrance. Each wolf smells slightly different, but once you’ve encountered that scent your body remembers. To those unfamiliar, the aroma I was breathing in might be that of a fine cologne, but I knew better. My nipples hardened against the wool of my tunic and an ache of longing throbbed deep within my sex. Not only was there a werewolf nearby, it was an alpha.
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Belladonna

The last time I encountered a werewolf it was a female and my body still reacted to her scent, though not as strongly, even though I am not attracted to women. My grandmother says this is part of the reason they are so dangerous and also one way the weaker wolves lure their prey closer. Judging by the way my heart fluttered and the wetness of my pussy, this alpha was a male.

Just because I could smell him did not mean the wolf still lingered, but he was here very recently. I paused, put down my basket, and checked my weapons before going farther. I also considered calling my horse, Samson. Even though he was back at the cottage he is bound to me by magic and would hear my call. I reasoned it wouldn’t take him long to get here and it would make the trip much faster. The wisest decision would probably be to turn back, but at this point I was genuinely concerned for my friend. Besides that, I am a werewolf hunter. Should I really be running from the scent of a werewolf?

“What’s in the basket?”

The voice behind me was far too deep to be human. As I turned to face the werewolf I drew a long blade from each of the sheaths on my thighs.

He was huge, easily the largest I’d ever seen. Judging by how high he reached on the tree he was lounging against he was about eight feet tall. I didn’t know if I could kill him, but if he made a move toward me, I was going to try.

“Do you know who I am?” I managed to keep my voice steady.

“One of the famous LaCroix huntresses. Your red cloak gave that away. Aren’t you going to answer my question?”

The sound of his deep voice seemed to resonate through my body with each word.

“You recognized me? You’re either very bold or very stupid.”

I’d never seen a werewolf shrug before. The gesture was strange and more human than I’d ever seen a monster appear to be.

“Sometimes, if you get to know me, I can be boldly stupid.”

“Are you making jokes?” I asked, taking a step back.

“Are you so opposed to telling me what’s in your basket?”

“Wine and books,” I said flatly.

He took a deep breath and the sight of him scenting the air gave me a chill.

“I could have sworn I smelled chicken. You see, when I heard the fluttering of your heart, I thought you were a little bird flapping your way through the woods.” He ran his long tongue over his lips. “I was hoping for breakfast.”

I braced myself as I replied, “If you wanted to eat me, why bother with conversation?”

I didn’t realize a werewolf’s face could look amused.

“Have you known many werewolves?” he asked.

“A few, none of which I’d consider conversationalists. They were more the bite first talk later type.”

His deep laughter rumbled through the woods and I heard smaller animals scurrying for a place to hide.

“Rest assured, little bird, if I wanted to eat you, you would already be devoured.”

He shoved off the tree he’d been resting against and as he moved more into the light I gasped. He was even bigger than I’d realized. Standing at his full height, he flexed his arms all the way down to his fingertips before curling inward and then releasing his long claws. He was like a wall of black fur and muscle. He had a neck and head resembling that of a normal wolf, only far too large to be mistaken for one. From his shoulders to his knees he had the body of a powerfully muscled man covered in dark fur so silky it appeared to have been polished. His lower legs and feet brought to mind an enormous wolf standing on its hind legs. To say he was impressive fell short of what it was like to stand in his presence. But there was something else about him that gave me pause.

“Are you wearing trousers?” I asked.

They were darkly colored and in truth only tatters remained clinging to his thighs and groin.

He laughed again but the tone was different, more masculine. “I can tell by your scent that you’d rather I wasn’t. But I’m not in the habit of running through the woods, cock out.”

“No, you’re just in the habit of tracking young cunt through the woods for breakfast.”

I don’t know what made me say such a thing. I’ve always had difficulty keeping my mouth shut when I really should know better. But mouthing off at a beast this size? Well, that was a new level of stupidity, even for me.

I’d never seen a grin on the face of a werewolf before, but his was wicked and unmistakable as he took another step toward me. My heart leapt and I switched the grip on the blade in my right hand. This way the sharp side faced outward along my forearm. In a fight this was as much to protect my arms as it was to inflict damage. I shifted my stance slightly as well, anticipating him making a move. But he looked me up and down appraisingly and didn’t come any closer.

“Rest assured, little bird, that if I was tracking your juicy cunt through the woods this morning, I would not have asked you to share your chicken,” he growled.

“Don’t call me little bird.”

He opened his arms wide. “What should I call you then, since we aren’t fighting and you’ve made it clear we aren’t fucking? That means we’re going to continue to talk, correct? Well then, I have to call you something. What about little red bird? Oh, I’ve got it, little red.” He growled softly and said, “Mmmm, I like that.”

My body is a traitorous whore. Have I mentioned how the scent of an alpha can be nearly impossible to resist? I’m sure I have, but I don’t think my words accurately conveyed the point.

“Oh,” he gasped, putting a clawed hand over his heart. “You like that too, don’t you, little red?”

“You’re just going to stand there, smelling my arousal and taunting me with it? Is this how you treat all the ladies?”

His long-fingered hand remained over his heart and he tapped his chest lightly as he spoke. “Oh, I think we both know that you are no lady, little red.”

When I gave a derisive laugh in response he added, “I mean that as a sincere compliment. I can think of few things more dull than a proper lady.”

“What are you doing out here; because it isn’t hunting chickens at the crack of dawn.”

“And how do you know when I like to hunt chickens?”

I resisted the urge to laugh at the ridiculousness of his response and instead asked, “Are you the one who’s been murdering villagers?”

“Would you believe me if I told you I just killed one of the wolves responsible? That is the reason I am out here so early.” He stretched his hands out toward me, but didn’t move closer. “It is the blood of one of these werewolves that stains my hands.”

“I don’t see any blood. Wait, there’s more than one?”

He looked down at his hands. “Of course you can’t see it, my fur is black and the woods are dark. But surely even your human nose can smell fresh blood?” He stretched one hand closer, but didn’t take another step.

“If you think I’m going to put my face near those claws to sniff supposed blood on your hand, you’ve been hit in the head.”

His laughter blended with a growl as he rubbed his palms together, stirring up the scent of whatever was on his hands.

The tang of blood did indeed reach me on the cool morning breeze. “How do I know that isn’t the blood of some innocent you tore to shreds or ate in the next village?”

He sniffed his hand and gave me a curious look. “I’ve been a beast for so long that I’d forgotten you cannot smell the difference.” He shrugged again. “In that case, you’re going to have to take my word for it.” He gestured toward his face. “People see these big teeth and assume the worst.”

“What are you in your leisure time, a traveling jester?”

He took a step back and fell into an overly dramatic bow. Seeing a werewolf do this was either going to be the last thing I saw or the most humorous.

“Is the lady not entertained?”

I smiled despite my best efforts against it.

“Believe me when I say that if I ever eat someone, they enjoy it. And no one is innocent in the next town over. Have you been to their tavern?”

“What kind of werewolf hunts down others of his kind?”

“The kind who wears trousers asks you to share your chicken instead of murdering you.”

I almost lowered my weapons, but instead waivered slightly. “I admit I’m not sure what to do with you.”

Not to mention part of me was very afraid that I couldn’t take him in a fight.

“We both know what you want to do with me, don’t we, little red? Such things are not unheard of. I hear that once a human woman has been with a werewolf, she’s never the same.” As he said this he stroked his cock through his trousers. I couldn’t help myself; my gaze followed his hand and saw the thick length of him pressed tightly against the fabric. Even in the dim light of the forest, there was no mistaking the size of his member.

“She isn’t the same because she’s likely been broken in half.”

He laughed again. “I’m telling the truth.”

“And where do you hear these things? From the women you’ve fucked?”

He put a hand over his heart again. “Me? Oh, this is not my usual form for such entertainment. But I’ve found a few books on the subject.”

“You read?”

“I’m not always a beast.” He smiled. “Actually, I sometimes prefer to read in this form. My vision is so much better; I don’t even need to light a lantern.”

“And you’ve found books about relations with werewolves?”

“Are you impressed?” he asked.

“Maybe just a bit.”

“Are you going to share that chicken with me?”

I lowered my weapons. “Maybe.”

“So, you admit that you’ve been hiding chicken from me this entire time?”

I laughed.

“I knew I smelled chicken.”
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Belladonna

Through this bizarre twist of fate, I ended up sharing breakfast and my wine with a strange werewolf in the dark woods.

I was seated on the thin tablecloth I’d packed with a nearly empty bottle of wine beside me. A half-eaten roasted chicken sat on a plate between myself and the lounging wolfman.

I had taken only a few small bites while he informed me that a pack of werewolves was roaming the area.

“Are you certain?”

“So, now you’re willing to believe me?” he asked.

He held a chicken leg delicately between his claws and took a small bite. The sight was so outrageous that I nearly laughed again.

“I’m sitting here, despite everything I’ve ever heard or personally know about werewolves and I’m having breakfast with you. Might as well give some thought to what you say.”

“I don’t mean you any harm, little red,” he said smoothly.

“How large is the pack?”

“I’m not certain. I’ve tracked the scent of five different werewolves over the last three months. I’ve only caught one and his was not one of the scents I’ve come across before last night.”

“So, you believe five werewolves, other than you, are out there, doing who-knows-what?”

“At least.”

“This is ridiculous,” I said, gesturing between us. “Lounging around with a werewolf in the woods sounds like the beginning of a bawdy song.”

“So you have been to that tavern. Well, if you’ve heard the song I’m thinking of.” He put down the bone from the chicken leg and slowly licked his fingertips. “It’s all right if you want to fuck me, little red. I won’t tell anyone, mostly because I would have to explain that I’m a werewolf. You see, no one knows.”

“Are you from around here? Do I know you?” I asked.

“Leave me some mystery, but no, I don’t believe you would know me if you saw me in my other skin.”

“I’m not going to fuck anyone I just met. And you are a monster. I don’t care how good you smell.”

His smile was sin incarnate. “I was beginning to wonder if I was having the effect on you that I’d first detected. Or if you were simply in a randy mood before we met.”

“It’s not happening, wolf.”

He shrugged and gestured to the open basket.

“Where do you get the books?”

“I borrow them from my friend who works at the castle and she borrows them from Comte d’Ulfric’s library.”

He raised one bushy brow. “And the Comte doesn’t mind?”

I smiled. “He doesn’t know. But I take good care of them and return them no worse for wear.”

He nodded slowly. “What do you think of his library? Have you learned anything of interest?”

“I’ve learned the word pussy from one of his more lusty volumes.”

He had just turned up the bottle of wine and immediately began to choke with laughter.

“I can tell by your response that you know what I’m talking about. Any time I’ve used the word around here I get strange looks. Well, stranger than usual for a woman like me.”

“A woman who looks like you and enjoys using every vulgar word she can think of?” He scoffed. “I cannot imagine why anyone would give you a strange look.”

“Says the talking wolf.”

I sipped wine from the large flagon I’d poured for myself. I decided to divide the bottle this way. I was not yet ready to drink from the same bottle as a werewolf.

“I’ve read several interesting books, but never found anything as salacious as women fornicating with werewolves.”

His laughter made me shiver. I was close enough now that I could feel the resonance of his voice deep within my chest. How did I let this happen? When did he get so close to me?

“Anything that good is probably not in the common library. Tell your friend to check the Comte’s private collection sometime. If he has such a collection, it’s likely in his chambers.”

“And you know so much about what is in the Comte d’Ulfric’s bedchamber? Do you work with my friend in the castle, wolf?”

“I know what is typical for the private quarters of nobility.”

He took a long drink of wine and I couldn’t help staring. I’d never seen a werewolf drink wine. Actually, I didn’t know they could. He held the bottle close to his mouth, keeping his large fist tight. I suppose that kept the wine from spilling from his wolven lips.

“You do know that well-behaved women don’t use words like pussy? They would say quim, if they’re feeling daring, but never cunt. Most haven’t heard the term pussy. I myself have only heard it abroad or in books.”

“I keep hoping that if I say it enough, it will catch on, like a wildfire of profanity.”

His laughter startled some birds in the trees overhead. “Today I have met a beautiful and profane werewolf hunter, who didn’t kill me.”

“Yet.” I smiled. “And I’ve met a charming werewolf who hasn’t eaten me.”

“Yet,” he growled.

My pulse was suddenly racing again and any reaction that had calmed in the rest of my body quickly flared back to life.

“Just let me eat your pussy,” he begged.

His voice was rougher with desire and no matter how I tried to control my reaction, it made me want him even more. I took a deep breath as he leaned closer and found myself luxuriating in his scent. I wondered if he even bothered with cologne in his human form.

“You can hold your silver blade to my throat,” he offered, sliding closer. “Just please, let me taste you.”

He moved closer, towering over me even though he remained seated. Without hesitation my blade was at his throat.

“I don’t do things like this,” I said breathlessly.

“I should hope not.”

My smile was weak, likely because I was both intrigued and terrified by his proposition.

“You really expect me to put myself into such a vulnerable position?”

He reached out with one clawed hand and gently placed it over mine, pressing the blade harder against his throat.

“You can kill me with one stroke at any moment, if I do something that displeases you.”

He licked his lips again and I shivered, but not because of the chill in the air.

“I can just imagine the salty tang of your cunt as I split you open with my tongue.”

To my horror I sighed and it sounded more like a moan.

“Yes,” he purred. “I know you want this.”

“What if someone walks this way and sees us? We aren’t far off the main road.”

He smiled and his fangs flashed in a streak of morning light that made it through the canopy of trees. “That’s half the fun.”

I hesitated only a moment before I began to unlace my leather leggings.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Give in to me, little red.”

“Take off my right boot,” I demanded.

He wrapped one large hand around my ankle and I realized he could snap my foot off like a dead tree branch if he wanted to. I could feel the strength in his grip as he squeezed gently and slid the knee high boot off of my leg. He placed the shoe aside, taking care not to mark the soft leather with his claws.

“Only one?” he asked.

Still holding out my silver dagger in front of me, I raised up enough to slide the leggings down my hips. “There is no way I’m getting naked out here with you.”

He laughed as he reached out to help me. “May I?”

“Carefully.”

“Don’t worry, nothing I plan to do to you will pass on my curse. That calls for a bite or a very deep scratch with werewolf blood on my claws. Licking doesn’t count.” To emphasize his point he ran his long tongue over the top of my bare foot and I gasped.

“I know that,” I said breathlessly. “You do recall my profession, oui?”

With one leg bare and my leggings down to my thigh on the other, he appraised me with a lascivious grin.

“At least loosen your corset. You’re going to need to breathe.”

I smiled. “I will not. I’m going to hold this knife to your throat and you’re going to eat me, just like you threatened.”

“It wasn’t a threat. Spread your legs wide for me. Let me get a good look at the pussy you say I can’t fuck.”

Slowly, I moved my legs farther apart.

“Wider,” he growled. “And lift your hips.”

“Why?”

“The better























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





